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continent She cast a sad backward glance
upon Coppet, and at the moment of putting
" the irreparable" between herself and the
graves dear to her there, she cursed the Cor*
sican who had banished her from her country.
" The air of this beautiful land is not natal
air to him/* she wrote; ** can lie understand
the pain of my exile? " lie was to know this
pain only too well; and he bore it to the very
death. But who would believe it, this spring
of 1812, when Napoleon had drafted every
nation into his service, subjugated all the
princes of Europe, and seemed to control even
destiny itself?nd prepared her departure with
